I06        PORTRAITS   BY   INFERENCE
the other end of the room like a Michelin
advertisement of himself. Nobody could be
so tall, so broad, so monosyllabic. CI don't
believe he was there at all/ I said to myself
indignantly. 'It was just a huge facade in
polychrome, a great doll that they worked
from behind. The Kitchener of Soudan, of
the blockhouses, of the impenetrable majesty
and desert dignity, the Kitchener "who
Wants You" wasn't there. He must, like
another deity, be asleep or on a journey. In
his place, vague and vast by the little statue
of Napoleon, haunted his spectre, who
muttered "What" in answer to persons
charged by Mr. Lloyd George and Mr.
Balfour with an all-important mission.3
I could have wept.   I didn't because as I
flounced into my room at No. 6 I discovered
that Mr. Balfour was there writing tranquilly
at my table in his large and diffusive hand-
writing.   He sat with his back to the great
window.   The light chiselled his greyhound
lines.   He looked up and read my news in
my face.   'Ah/ he said, rising to his feet,
efooHsh of me.   I meant to come along with
you, I should have let you know.   K. must
have been expecting me.3   'He wasn31 expect-
ing nie/1 said, already more than half restored
to self-confidence by his impeccable calm.
'Tell me/ he said.   'Well, sir/ I replied, 'the
secretary took me in and I stood by the door.3
'Near to the door?3 inquired Mr. Balfour.